CHAPTER XI

THY GLORY SHALL PERSIST

THE beauty of Shiraz, like the merit of a homely woman,
had grown upon us. We were sorry to go.

When we left the Gate-of-God-is-Most-Great, the pass
broadened into the Herodasht plain; about thirty miles
across, hills rising sharply all round like an earthenware
saucer. In the opening dawn the peasants were unmerci-
fully beating their donkeys to market. Policemen, waving
rifles, symbols of western justice, tore past us in a grey
car, nearly upsetting a tandem-drawn farm cart, bells
around the horse collars jingling musically in time to the
measured clop-clop of the hoofs.

The sound of the bells made the D.P. remark that he
was about to celebrate his silver wedding.

"What is that?" enquired Rumi.

Before we had got far with our explanation, he in-
terrupted us.

"Ah! I understand," he said, a smile broadening
over his face. "Sir P has lived with Lady P for twenty-
five years, and is now going to marry her. Fortunate is
the father of such a son!"

We sped through miles of undulating nothing, save for
clumps of feathery pink gypsophila here and there, gently
stirring in the breeze. No wonder, in these peaceful
surroundings, that a lazy poesy and charm have striven
against practical thought and deed.

Rumi must have guessed our musings.

159